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The noyfoms wccdcs that without profit fack« 

The folks fcrtiiitie from wholfome flower*. 

^ Mm. Whyflrould wee in the compaflcofap*le # 

Kecpe law and fotcpe,and due proportion. 

Shewing in a mod !e our firmeeftate, 

When our fea-walled garden, the whole land 
Is full, of wcedcs.her faired flowers choakfvp, 

Her fruit trees allvnprundc,her hedges ruind. 

Her knots difordered,and her holfome hcarbes 
Swarming with Caterpillcrs, 

Gard. ‘Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuftered thisdiforderedfpring. 

Hath now himfclfc met with the falof leafc: 

Theweedcs that hisbroade fpreading leaues did flicker 
T hat feemde in eating him to hold him-Vp, 

Are plucktsp rooteandalf by Bullingbrooke, 

Imeanc the Earle of Wi!tdiire,Bufbie,Grcene. 

Man. What are they dead? 

Gjard. They are. 

And Bullingbrooke bath ceafcfc the wadefullKin 
Oh whar pittie it is that he had not fo trimde 
And dreft his land as wee this garden at time of yearc 
Do wound the batke, the skinne ofourfiuit trees, 

Lclt being ouer-proud with fappe and bloud. 

With too much riches it confound it felfc: 

Had he done fo to great and growing men. 

They might haue hude to beare,and he to tafle 
Their fruits of dutie: fupe:fluous branches 
We lop away,that bearing boughes may liuc: 

Had he done fn,him felfe had borne the Crowne, 

Which wade oi id.'e houres hath quite throwne downe. 
Mm. Wliatjthinke you the king dial! be depofed? 

< yard , Depiedheis a!ready,anddepofde 
Tis doubt he will be-Letterskamc lad night 
To a deare friend of the good Duke of York* 

Thar tell black tydings.| f 

‘ Q*ten Oh I am preft to death through want offpeaking 
Thou old Adams 111 tnefle fet to dtefle this garden, 

Howe 





King Rtchnrcl ttti JeccnA. 

How dares thy harfli rude tong found this vnpleafing news? 
What Eue?what ferpent hath fuggeded thee. 

To make a fccond fal ofeurfed man? - 
Why dod thou fay king Richard is depofde? j 

Dard thou thou little better thing therfearth 
Diuine his downefalhfay, where, when and how 
Camfl thou by this il tidings?fpeakc thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me Madam,littlc loyhaue I 
Tobreathethcfcnewes, yet what Hay is true; 

King Richard he is in the mightie holdc 
Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both are vvcvdc# 

In your Lo. fcalc is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities that make him light* 

But in the Ballancc of great Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, arc al theEngli fli peerds. 

And with thatoddes he weighes King Richard dowcej 
Pod you to London.and you wil find it fc, 

I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

0»eene Nimble Mifchance that art fo light offootei 
Doth not thy embaffage belong to me, 

Andam Ilad thatknowes it?Oh thou thinkeft 
To ferue me lad, that I may longed Iceepe 
Thy forrow in my bred : come Ladies goe 
To mcete at London Londons kmgin wo. ' 

What, was I borne tothistfiat myfaddclooke. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrooke!* V 

Gardner for telli ng mee thefe newes of woe, - 
Pray God the plants thou graftft mayneuer.gr 
Gard. Poore Queen fo that thy datc niiHit'' 

1 would my skil wercfubie&to thycurfci^ 

Here did die drop a teare,here in this p'/ce 
lie fcl abankcof Rewlowrc hearbe of * 

Rew euenfor ruth here fhortly fhafbe foenc. 

In remembrance of a wccping^ucenc. * 

Bull. Call forth Bajtot-'' 
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